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award-winning  literary  magazine.  As  a member  of  the  editorial  team,  you  will 
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submissions,  content  selection,  layout  decisions,  copyediting,  distribution, 
ofhce  management,  marketing,  fundraising,  and  coordinating  special  events  like 
open  mics. 


To  join  the  editorial  team,  enroll  in  English  2210.  You  will  find  more 
information  about  the  course  at  www.prairielightreview.org  This  course  meets  on 
the  Glen  Ellyn  Campus,  SSC  3251,  on  Wednesdays  from  3 to  4:50  pm. 
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If  you  have  any  questions,  please  contact  Advisor  Linda  Elaine. 

Email:  elaine@cod.edu 
Call:  630-942-3040 


Letter  From  The  Editor 


The  experience  of  working  on  the  Prairie  Light  Review  has 
opened  my  eyes  far  beyond  what  I expected  to  learn  about 
literature  and  publishing.  I have  gained  new  perspectives  on  art 
and  writing,  but  on  top  of  that,  I have  developed  leadership  skills 
that  help  me  work  with  the  PLR  staff. 

My  experience  of  being  involved  with  PLR  has  been  a 
constantly  changing  one.  I have  transitioned  from  contributor, 
to  staff  member,  to  marketing  editor,  and  now  to  editor  in  chief.  I 
am  so  thankful  to  have  found  this  magazine  to  grow  with  during 
my  time  at  College  of  DuPage.  I would  be  hard  pressed  to  find 
sufficient  thanks  to  express  my  gratitude  to  all  the  people  that 
have  made  this  magazine  possible.  Among  those  people  are  the 
former  and  current  advisors  Jackie  McGrath  and  Linda  Elaine, 
and  the  many  staff  members  who  have  come  and  gone  but  have 
always  left  a lasting  impression. 

I am  very  thankful  for  the  current  staff,  including 
Stephen,  Alex,  Sara,  Jacob,  and  Jillian,  who  constantly  force  me  to 
reevaluate  my  thoughts  and  see  everything  in  a new  light.  With 
their  support  and  ideas,  the  PLR  is  transforming  into  a more 
captivating  and  accessible  publication. 

We  want  you  to  see  us  as  your  resource  for  publishing  all 
types  of  art-  not  just  poetry  and  photography.  If  you  work  in  a 
medium  we  have  not  yet  published,  submit  it.  We  want  you  to 
surprise  and  wow  us-  show  us  what  we  haven’t  seen  before. 

We  hope  you  enjoy  this  issue  and  will  see  PLR  in  a new  light. 

- Allison  Anderson 
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PLR  Submission  Guidelines 


Entrants  may  submit  up  to  four  pieces  of  original  works  in  the  following 
categories:  fiction,  nonfiction,  essays,  and  drama  of  1,600  words  or  less; 
poetry  of  62  lines  or  less;  graphic  essays  of  12  panels  or  less; 
black  and  white  and  color  photography;  and  2D  and  3D  artwork  of  any  medium. 

All  entries  must  be  the  original  work  of  the  artist. 

Only  works  emailed  and  in  a digital  format  will  be  considered. 

Written  Submission  Guidelines 

•Enter  written  subject  matter  that  is  appropriate  for  an  audience  of  the  District 
502  community. 

•Title  all  entries. 

•Enter  up  to  four  creative  works  per  entrant  per  issue  of  original  fiction, 
nonfiction,  essays,  and  drama  of  1,600  words  or  less;  poetry  of  62  lines  or  less; 
graphic  essays  of  12  panels  or  less. 

•Compose  copy  in  Times  New  Roman  11  point  only,  without  special  effects. 

Foreign  Language  Poetry 

Prairie  Light  Review  welcomes  poetry  in  an  authors  native  language  as  long  as  an  English 
language  translation  accompanies  the  entry.  Although  grammar  and  punctuation  of 
foreign  language  poetry  will  not  be  judged,  PLR  editors  will  judge  the  English  language 
translation  the  same  as  any  entry.  At  their  discretion,  the  PLR  editors  may  verify  the 
content  of  the  entry  with  foreign  language  experts. 

In  addition  to  the  Submission  Guidelines  for  all  written  work, 
foreign  language  poetry  must  adhere  to  the  following  rules: 

•An  author  may  enter  only  one  foreign  language  poem  per  issue. 

•The  language  of  the  poem  must  be  indicated. 

•All  characters  and  diacritical  marks  must  be  features  available  in  standard 
computer  fonts. 

•A  full  and  accurate  English  translation  must  accompany  all  foreign  language 
poems;  otherwise,  the  work  will  not  be  considered. 

Email  submission  guidelines 

•Include  the  following  information  in  the  subject  line  of  the  email:  first  name 
and  last  name. 

•Include  in  the  body  of  the  email:  your  full  address  with  zip  code; 
contact  telephone  number;  an  alternate  email  address. 

•Title  each  entry. 

•Remove  your  name  and  any  other  identifying  information  from  all  pages. 
•Copy  and  paste  each  entry  into  the  body  of  the  email.  Do  not  attach  files. 
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PLR  Submission  Guidelines 


Visual  Submission  Guidelines 

•Enter  visual  subject  matter  that  is  appropriate  for  an  audience  of  the  District 
502  community. 

•Enter  up  to  four  creative  works  per  entrant  per  issue  of  drawings,  cartoons, 
graphics,  charcoal  drawings,  etchings,  paintings,  murals,  collages,  sculptures, 
ceramics,  fashion,  jewelry,  and  all  new  media. 

•Title  all  entries. 

•Remove  your  name  and  any  other  identifying  information  from  all  entries. 

•Photograph  all  physical  art  as  you  want  it  to  appear  in  the  magazine. 

•Prairie  Light  Review  reserves  the  right  to  digitally  crop,  enlarge,  or  reduce 
photographs  to  accommodate  the  magazines  page  size  limitations. 

Email  submission  guidelines 

•Best  sizes  are  8”xl  1”  or  larger. 

•Include  the  following  information  in  the  subject  line  of  the  email;  first  name 
and  last  name 

•Include  in  the  body  of  the  email;  your  full  address  with  zip  code; 
contact  telephone  number;  an  alternate  email  address. 

•Title  all  entries. 

•Use  only  .jpeg,  .jpg,  .tif,  .png,  or  .gif  file  types. 

•Name  the  file;  title.filetype.  ex;  WheatfieldWithCrows.jpeg 


Entrants  maintain  the  rights  to  their  work  and  may  subsequently  offer  their  work  to  any 
publication. 


Twice  a year  for  the  December  and  May  issues,  all  students,  faculty,  staff,  and  the  College 
of  DuPage  District  502  community  may  enter  up  to  four  creative  works  per  entrant  per 
issue  of  original  fiction,  nonfiction,  essays,  and  drama  of  1,600  words  or  less;  poetry  of  62 
lines  or  less;  graphic  essays  of  12  panels  or  less;  black  and  white  and  color  photography; 
and  2D  and  3D  artwork  of  any  medium. 

A class  of  student  editors  who  are  enrolled  in  English  2210  reads  blind  entries. 

Written  work  is  viewed  as  a finished  product;  copy  editing  is  kept  to  a minimum 
to  respect  the  authors  intentions. 

Please  carefully  proofread  your  written  entries.  Selected  work  is  published,  subject  to 
space  limitations.  Send  all  entries  to  prairielightreviewsubmissions@gmail.com.  Only 
works  submitted  by  email  will  be  considered.' 
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The  Prairie  Light  Review  Presents 


Hunger:  The  Emptiness  Edition 

Spring  Submission  Deadline 

February  5,  2014 

Hunger  is  not  just  the  emptiness  of  the  stomach. 

Hunger  can  be  the  emptiness  of  the  soul,  of  the  mind,  of  the  body. 
While  some  hunger  for  the  love  and  affection  of  others, 
some  hunger  for  knowledge. 

Still,  others  hunger  for  food, 
while  others  hunger  for  spiritual  completion. 

So  tell  us:  What  do  you  hunger  for? 


•All  submissions  MUST  represent  some  aspect  of  hunger 

(physical  emotional  metaphysical  etc.) 


*any  use  of  profanity  in  submissions  will  not  be  considered  for  publication* 


email: 

PLRE@cod.edu 


Visit  us  @ cod.edu/student_life/prairie_light_review/ 
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A Note  About  the  Text 

For  the  first  time,  PLR  is  using  Adobe  Indesign,  which  has 
greatly  expanded  our  ability  to  make  our  issues  as  creative  and 
imaginative  as  the  submissions  we  get.  Let  us  know  on  Facebook 
what  you  think — good  or  bad. 

Your  feedback  can  help  make  the  next  issues  that  much 
better.  Thanks  to  all  those  who  gave  input.  The  staff  of  PLR  hopes 
you  enjoy  our  new  layout.  Every  issue,  we  have  amazing  pieces  that 
hit  the  cutting  room  floor.  If  you  think  your  work  deserved  to  be  in, 
please  get  someone  to  copy  edit  your  work  and  then,  re-submit. 

Nothing  hurts  more  than  cutting  our  best  pieces  because 
of  errors.  And,  remember:  The  more  people  submit  their  work,  the 
better  the  issue  will  be. 


Facebook.com/plrmagazine 
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[ Jillian  Tempestini] 


Amsterdam 

They  told  us  those  stars  were  rocks  we’d  never  reach. 

You  didn’t  believe  them  then,  not  now,  not  ever. 

Hands  on  your  hips,  head  tilted  defiantly  backward. 

Just  a kiss. 

Out  there  under  the  canopy  of  trees  that  was  our  fortress. 

Now  the  rain  is  hitting  the  pavement  like  worms  on  the  sidewalk  post  flood, 
the  memories  come  out  of  hiding. 

“Watch,”  you  said, 

flipping  over  the  rail  and  offering  me  your  hand. 

As  if  my  eyes  ever  left  yours. 

As  if  we  weren’t  destructible. 

As  if  all  these  years  later  we  both  wouldn’t  be  throwing  rocks  at  others’  glass 
hearts  because  we  never  really  forgot  that  night  on  my  cracked  front  porch 
when  you  whispered  a word  that  wasn’t  goodbye. 

Summers  come  around. 

Wander  streets,  our  knobby  knees  and  tans. 

You  were  the  first  person  to  ever  point  out  the  faint  freckles  on  my  nose. 
Before  we  met  I was  a virgin  storyteller. 

You  gave  me  a story  to  tell  though,  in  basements  and  guitar  solos. 

Hunched  over  leather  bound  notebooks,  forearm  protective. 

“What  are  you  writing  about,  me?”  you  asked  with  a smile. 

I laughed  indignantly,  pretending  the  butterflies  weren’t  devouring  me. 
“You’re  so  vain,” 

I admonished,  though  your  name  was  on  the  page,  hidden  beneath  my  hand 
like  a secret. 

My  Father  liked  your  rock  and  roll  ways,  and  my  Mother  prayed  for  your 
soul  under  her  breath  when  you  drove  past  music  blaring,  hand  out  in  a wave. 
You  were  spray  paint  and  fireworks. 

You  were  swing  sets  and  garage  bands. 

You  were  vertigo,  thunderstorm,  pinball  and  hero. 

You  were  apologies,  secret  handshakes,  mind  reader  and  tears. 

Now  you’re  gone. 

Gone  like  my  childhood. 

Like  my  fifth  cup  of  coffee. 

Gone  like  that  homework  assignment  I can’t  find. 

You’re  gone  like  winter,  like  the  lake  house,  like  smoke  in  my  clothes. 

You’re  gone  like  every  piece  I ever  wrote  and  then  ripped  into  shreds. 

Like  every  band  I was  into  when  I was  fourteen,  every  radio  song  that  I loved 
and  failed  to  catch  the  name  of, 
every  birthday  party. 

The  place  where  you  show  your  fingerprints  is  whenever  I try  to  write  about 
some  other  short  story  with  novel  potential. 
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(Brain  Stew 


[Dana  Lair] 


T'fiings  to  CDo  Wfien  YouYe 
0-favmg  a Nervous  (Breakdown 


[Megan  Thornsbury] 


Call  Hunter’s  grandfather, 

beg  him  to  babysit  - elaim  you  forgot 

you  had  to  work. 

Call  work  pretending  Hunter  has  the  flu  - 
you  eannot  make  it  in. 

Dig  through  the  dusty  boxes  erowding  your  garage  shelves. 
Retrieve  your  acrylies, 
and  horse-hair  brushes. 

Dig  through  your  underwear  drawer, 
clawing  toward  the  back. 

Search  for  Exacto  blades. 

Give  up. 

Drag  a chair  outside,  trailing  scratches  on  the  hardwood  along  the 
way. 

Crank  feminist  music  full-blast. 

Paint  a mural  of  dolls,  and  rain,  and  graves  covering  your  chair. 
Call  Wal-Mart. 

Confirm  they  stock  Exacto  blades. 

Call  Dr.  Pelligrini 
mumble  Prozac  and  plead 
Trazodone. 

Digest  the  two-week  appointment  wait. 

Get  pissed  off. 

Slip  the  feathered  duvet  from  your  bed. 

Slink  down  the  hallway  and  enter  the  first  door  on  your  left. 
Barricade  yourself,  blanket-wrapped,  in  the  shower. 

Dissociate. 

Stare  at  the  white  walls,  and  cry. 

Give  up. 

Call  Raj  an  at  work  and  apologize. 

Call  the  hospital. 

Request  a twenty- four  hour  evaluation,  but  decline 
an  ambulance  ride. 

Get  pissed  off. 


Cry. 

Give  up. 


To  (Be  or  d^ot  To  (Be  (Afone 


[Natalia  Toreeva] 


The  vision  of  a dying  world  - 

Too  many  things  around  us,  but  empty  plates  for  others, 

We  see  the  human  drama,  but  our  lives  are  too  busy 

To  stop  and  hold  a breath  of  existenee 

And  see  the  roles  we  have  to  play  in  this  changing  world. 

Look  at  the  world  around  us  - 
Why  do  I suddenly  feel  so  lonely? 

We  see  the  complexity  of  this  planet,  the  blink  of  our  lives  on  it. 
And  so  many  people  trying  to  speak  across  the  globe 
In  this  universal  communication. 

With  the  Internet  and  computers  crossing  the  continents. 

In  this  huge,  old  world,  where  the  seas  were  once  bom. 

Where,  under  the  pressure  of  technology. 

The  planet  suddenly  shrank  and  became  too  small. 

And  sometimes  you  feel  cut  off  from  the  rest  of  universe. 

So  should  the  whole  world. 

With  its  arts,  philosophy,  languages,  and  cultures. 

Speak  in  only  one  universal  language  - HUMANITY, 

Accepting  human  differences  and  the  freedom  of  expression. 
And  making  a positive  change  on  our  Earth? 

I know  it  is  my  choice  to  be  or  not  to  be  alone. 

And  since  I understand  this  planet  as  our  common  home, 

I know  I will  not  be  lost  in  the  crowd. 

Because  I know  I have  the  skills  to  fight,  to  advocate,  to  act. 

To  think,  to  innovate,  to  change,  and  to  be  led  by  God  until  my 
journey’s  end. 
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[Carol  Byron] 


!?ln  ‘AutoSiograpfLy  in  ‘Eigkt  Tarts  [^ate  Bennett] 


I.  You  write  him  a postcard.  “I  don’t  know  how  to  tell  you  but  I’m 
finally  letting  go,”  it  says.  The  postcard  is  from  Paris  and  when 
you  finish  writing  it,  you  slide  it  back  into  the  drawer  with  all 

the  other  words  you  never  said.  You  ask  your  empty  hands  if  this 
means  you  are  letting  go.  Everyone  memorizes  the  backs  of  their 
hands,  but  you’ll  never  know  your  own  as  well  as  you  know  the 
scar  like  a poem  permanent  on  his  thumb. 

II.  You  like  tea  more  than  coffee  but  you  drink  coffee  because  on 
days  when  you  relent  to  a cup  of  tea  you  become  afraid  that  you’re 
turning  into  your  mother.  You  drink  it  anyway  and  remember  the 
best  moments  of  childhood. 

III.  At  night  you  run  your  fingertips  across  your  ribcage  and 
wonder  about  all  the  words  that  don’t  live  there  yet.  You’re  bad  at 
commitments  but  sometimes  when  you  read  Mary  Oliver  you  sigh 
in  relief  These  are  words  that  could  rest  on  your  ribs  forever. 

IV.  You  grow  playlists  slowly  on  your  computer,  choosing  the 
songs  carefully.  You’re  trying  to  bring  that  feeling  back  with  the 
music.  Maybe  nostalgia  is  the  closest  you’ll  ever  get. 

V.  You  told  her  once  that  you  were  bad  at  goodbyes.  All  this  time 
later,  and  it’s  still  true. 

VI.  You  type  fast,  “Maybe  someday,”  and  hit  send. 

VII.  You  ask  your  hands  again  what  it  means  to  let  go. 

VIII.  The  tea  water  is  boiling.  Your  hands  still  don’t  answer. 
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[ Jillian  Tempestini] 
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B8(W  Photography 


[Brad  Setter] 


BSnW  Photogra. 


[Megan  Thornsbury] 


Seven,  Love 

Love  is  when  you  don’t  make  Mommy  cry.  Some  days,  I don’t  say 
a single  word  and  just  smile,  I whisper-play  in  my  bedroom  and 
try  not  to  pinch  my  sister.  Mommy  loves  me  on  whisper  days  and 
when  Daddy  Dan  is  gone.  I know,  because  she  pulls  my  head  into 
her  belly  and  says,  “Mabel,  I love  you.” 

Dan  says  I’m  a bad  girl  who  needs  butt-spankings.  Mommy  says 
he’s  my  only  Daddy  I have  and  stop  being  bad  to  him  all  the  time. 

I try  being  good.  I laugh  when  he  sits  and  tickles  on  me,  but  then 
I cry  because  I pee  my  pants.  Dan  hates  crying.  Crying  gets  more 
butt-spanks. 

My  neighbor  Josh  is  my  crush,  and  he’s  a fifth  grader!  He  pops 
wheelies  on  his  bike  and  lets  me  jump  on  his  trampoline.  Josh 
knows  when  I’m  bad.  He  says  he  hears  me  squealing  way  inside 
his  house.  I’m  grounded  from  playing  with  Josh  because  of  the 
shiny  ball  bat  he  gave  me  to  hit  Dan  with  when  he  did  the  mean 
things  on  me.  Mommy  caught  me  sleeping  with  it  between  my 
legs,  and  sent  me  to  Grandpa’s  house  ‘til  she  loved  me  again.  My 
teachers  don’t  believe  my  mommy  loves  me.  It  makes  my  face  go 
stop-sign  red  and  sweaty  hot  when  the  teachers  sneak-talk  about 
my  yellow  teeth,  and  ask  who  touched  it  when  my  pee-pee  bums  at 
bathroom  break.  I want  my  teachers  as  mommies. 

I get  to  be  seven  today.  I always  change  my  year  when  it’s 
summer  outside.  I’m  getting  to  be  seven  at  Grandpa’s  house  today. 

He  picked  me  up  at  bedtime  because  my  Mommy  had  to  call  red 
and  blue  light  men  on  Dan  for  smashing  up  the  house.  He  pushed 
his  whole  hand  inside  the  wall.  Mommy  didn’t  love  him  much 
because  she  was  crying  at  him.  Driving  through  the  woods  in  dark 
to  get  to  Grandpa’s  scares  me,  but  he  says  it’s  just  the  country  and 
there  is  nothin’  to  be  afraid  of. 

When  Dan  smashes  the  house  Mommy  says  he  really  loves  us,  he 
just  drinks  too  much  alcohol.  He’s  weird  for  drinking  that  stuff! 
Grandpa  pours  it  on  my  knees  when  I get  all  scraped  up  from  bike 
rides,  and  it  bums,  why  would  he  even  want  to  drink  that 
yucky-sting  stuff? 

Today,  I called  Mommy  to  go  home  for  my  seven  party.  I’m  gonna 
get  the  hugest  pink  Barbie  cake  and  open  bajillions  of  presents. 
Mommy  cried  and  said  to  talk  to  my  Grandpa.  I don’t  get  a party. 

continued  on  pg.lO 
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Mommy  doesn’t  love  me.  Grandpa  says  the  baby  in  her  tummy  is 
giving  her  the  pukes  today.  That  stupid  baby  makes  mommy  sad 
because  it  got  stuck  in  there  when  Dan  did  the  tickle  thing  to  her. 
He  didn’t  stick  me  in  her  tummy!  Grandpa  said  a birdy  called  the 
flying  stork  dropped  me.  I think  that  birdy  got  lost  but  I’m  not 
gonna  tattle  because  the  stork  would  be  put  in  trouble  time. 

I get  put  in  trouble  time  when  I ride  my  bike  too  long  in  dark  and 
street  lights  pop  on.  And  last  time,  in  trouble  time  I had  to  stick  my 
nose  in  the  comer  and  don’t  move!  Dan  spanked  me  with  his  long, 
snappy  belt.  My  tears  wouldn’t  stop  making  Dan  mad  so  he  yelled, 
“Go  get  in  your  bleeping  bed,  you  little  bleeping  bleep!” 

I cried  soo  hard  it  made  puke!  There  was  the  puke  all  over  my 
bed  but  Dan  said  no  getting  out.  I sleeped  in  that  sour-stink  puke. 

It  smelled  like  my  milk  jug  when  Mommy  mns  out  of  pennies  to 
get  a new  one,  and  we  can’t  drink  it.  Even  if  birdy  got  lost  I would 
be  soo  sad  if  he  sleeped  in  his  puke.  Mommy  pinky-promised  me 
trouble  time  would  stop;  she’s  a big  fat  liar  and  now  I don’t  get  no 
stupid  seven  party.  No  one  wants  a bad  girl  like  me. 

Ovuf  ^Ot  [Dodi  Dolendi] 

The  water  pipes,  in  the  house  we  rented,  froze  and  broke  in 
January  of  1982.  During  Chicago’s  Big  Freeze,  as  temperatures 
dipped  to  a frigid  26  degrees  below  zero  and  wind  chills  dropped 
to  80  below,  my  husband,  Larry;  our  five-month  old.  Little 
Larry;  and  I moved  to  our  new  home:  my  in-laws’  apartment  on  the 
second  floor  of  the  family  building.  We  unloaded  only  the  absolute 
necessities,  as  quickly  as  we  could,  because  the  threat  of 
frostbite  burned  on  our  hands,  feet,  and  faces.  But  the  smile  on 
Aunty  Mary’s  face  as  we  walked  in  the  door  and  the  aroma  of 
whatever  was  simmering  in  her  ever-present  oval  pot,  warmed  my 
heart.  We  were  home. 

She  scooped  Little  Larry  from  my  arms  and  shooed  us  on  to  take 
our  things  upstairs  and  hurry  back  down  for  dinner.  No  one  ever 
refused  a dinner  invitation  from  Aunty  Mary;  it  wasn’t  allowed. 
Refusal  equaled  insult  and  her  food  equaled  delicious.  Therefore, 
her  kitchen  was  always  filled  with  family,  friends,  great  food,  and 
fun.  I marveled  at  her  ease  in  the  kitchen — ^both  with  cooking  and 
feeding  the  masses.  In  my  mind.  Aunty  Mary  was  the  Patron  Saint 
of  the  Kitchen. 


Every  day  when  Little  Larry  went  down  for  a nap,  she’d  have  me 
eome  downstairs.  She’d  drink  coffee  and  smoke  as  our 
conversations  swirled  for  hours;  we’d  talk  about  everything  and 
nothing  while  she  prepared  dinner.  I would  offer  to  help  or  to  make 
something  but  she’d  have  none  of  that.  She  just  enjoyed  the 
company,  she’d  say.  I enjoyed  hers  too.  I also  loved  watching  her 
hands  as  she  gently  peeled  and  so  finely  chopped  garlic,  as  she 
rolled  out  dough,  or  as  she  tore  the  romaine  for  salad.  She  was  an 
artist.  She  even  handled  her  oval-shaped  silver  pot  as  though  it 
were  a precious  jewel;  I often  wondered  if  that  pot  held 
something  magical — a mysterious  cooking  power  all  its  own.  I 
secretly  coveted  that  pot.  I even  bought  a similar  one  at  a garage 
sale,  but  quickly  discovered  it  wasn’t  the  same. 

Her  pot  is  an  empty  vessel  now — old,  stained,  worn.  In  its  prime,  it 
was  filled  with  all  her  Italian  specialties:  Manaste — boiled  greens, 
beans,  and  potatoes;  Meat  Gravy — classic  red  sauce  for  pasta; 
Minesrtone — vegetable  soup;  or  my  favorite,  Marinara — meatless 
red  sauce.  Everyone  agreed  that  Aunty  Mary’s  Marinara 
(“ma-dee-nod,”as  she  pronounced  it)  was  “the  best.”  No  one  really 
knew  her  recipe  or  her  one  “secret”  ingredient;  she  never  wrote  it 
down.  But  I know.  She  showed  me  one  day  in  her  kitchen. 

The  following  week  she  let  me  make  the  Marinara.  She  patiently 
guided  my  hands,  my  knife,  my  measurements.  That  day,  as  I 
poured  the  ingredients  into  her  pot,  I got  a taste  of  her  passion  for 
cooking. 

We  didn’t  tell  anyone  that  I cooked  that  night.  We  wanted  to  see 
if  anyone  would  know.  We  smiled  as  everyone  ate  and  agreed  that 
Aunty  Mary’s  Marinara  was  “the  best”  and  made  a pact  to  take  our 
little  secret  to  the  grave. 

I cried  when  I inherited  the  oval  pot.  I hugged  it  tight.  The  pot  had 
seen  better  days,  but  the  memories  held  inside  remain  fresh,  rich, 
delicious,  and  abundant.  Aunty  Mary  left  me  far  more  than  her  pot 
and  recipe  for  “the  best”  Marinara.  She  passed  on  “the  best”  of 
herself  too.  Lor  me,  and  I suspect  all  who  entered  her  kitchen,  she 
modeled  patience  and  kindness,  comfort  and  compassion, 
generosity  and  warmth  along  with  really  great  food.  I can  only 
hope  to  put  her  pot  to  such  good  use  and  share  the  best  recipe  of 
all:  her  recipe  for  love. 
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[Dodi  Dolendi] 


Triendsfivp  ^oacf 

Blessed  are  those 
who  walk  life’s  path  with  her. 

She  neither  lags  behind  nor  speeds  ahead; 
steady  is  her  pace  alongside. 

When  the  road  diverges  or  widens, 
she  stays  close  enough  to  hear  secret  tales: 
the  dark,  the  light,  the  tall. 

No  judgment  has  she  to  pass, 
her  attention  like  loving  mother  to  her  child. 

Gentle  are  her  words  of  encouragement,  firm  she  stands  her  ground. 

Heaps  of  praise  are  ready  and  waiting, 

her  tireless  eyes  seek  opportunity  to  give  voice. 

Always  intuitive  to  the  brambles  on  the  path; 
she  knows  each  root  to  be  avoided. 

She  offers  approval,  displeasure,  but  always  love. 

She  has  patience  when  others  misplace  theirs, 
the  faith  of  Yahweh  when  all  hope  is  lost. 

Together  life’s  path  we  will  journey,  connected 
not  by  blood,  but  by  choice  and  God’s  favor, 
hands  and  hearts  God  holds  intertwined. 

Always  warm  and  secure  in  each  others’  presence, 
we  learn  to  love  and  be  loved. 


T)eux  Cceurs  / Two  Qiearts 


[Ali  Bestler] 


Je  cherche  pour  toi. 

Pendant  tu  cherche  pour  moi. 

Deux  coeurs  ont  separe  par  un  ocean, 
L’ amour  nous  a frappes  comme  un 
ouragan. 

Nous  parlous  le  langage  de  T amour. 
Pendant  tu  attends  mon  retour. 

Coeur  a coeur, 

Etre  separes  a contrecoeur. 


I search  for  you. 

While  you  search  for  me. 

Two  hearts  separated  by  an  ocean 
Love  hit  us  like  a hurricane. 

We  speak  the  language  of  love. 
While  you  wait  for  my  return. 
Heart  to  heart. 

To  be  separated  is  against  the 
heart. 
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Turtfe  T)ay 


[Christine  Aument] 


It’s  a turtle  day. 

I want  to  pull  in  my  limbs 
One... by... one 
Arms, 

Legs, 

And  then  my  head. 


I want  to  curl  up 
Inside  my  protective  shell 
Safe  from  weather. 

Hidden  from  responsibilities. 
Away  from  the  world. 

Until  I can  regain  my  stride. 
Until  I get  a handle  on  life. 
Until  I feel  safe  and  strong. . . 
Ready  to  cope  again. 
Gloomy, 

Rainy, 

Yes,  it  is  a turtle  day. 

Gray. 
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^^scension 


[Mck  Marchese] 
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Color  Photograp, 
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Wincfy 


[Silvia  Tangaro] 


'Reackn0  Tor  T’he  Leaves 


Lorcf  ^anesH 


[Meenal  Pujari] 


Acrylic  Painting 
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^ (Disconnect  [Ben  Hayden] 


Mixed  Media 
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^fepdant  Qardm  [Ati37ya  Shahab] 


[Colleen  Scanlon] 


Cotton  Candy  (Forest 


introvert 


[Nick  Marchese] 
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[Tricia  Marcella  Cimera] 


Her  brain  swelled 
so  doctors  drilled 
a hole  in  her  head. 

Fluid  flowed  out 
but  her  memory  remained. 
The  memory  of  her  life 
could  have  been  lost, 
the  memory  of  me  - 
I could  have  slipped  out. 
But  we  were  both 
saved. 

Now  we  sit 
in  her  warm  kitchen 
We  talk  and  talk 
into  the  night. 

Love  and  memories 
sit  between  us. 

So  does  the  hole  - 
skin  grown  over  it, 
like  new  grass 
over  someone  else’s 


grave. 


[Ted  Mueller] 


cPs  CNorman 


Paintin 


Cnump  Cfiinw 


[Silvia  Tangaro] 


0^  ^CoClVl7X0  [Megan  Thornsbury] 

Skeletal,  midnight- lycra  masked.  Mistress  marched. 

One,  two,  three,  four 
and 

five,  six,  seven,  eight. 

Nine. 

My  nine  year-old  mind, 
choreographing  internally,  and  waiting. . . 
for  my  debut,  when 

thick,  French-tongued  Mistress  demands: 
free  time,  dance! 

My  nine-year  old  mind 
willing,  waiting  for  the  spill 
of  my  crime. 

One  two  three  four,  five  six  seven  eight 

nine 

ten 

Gag  yourself 
Gag  yourself,  again. 

Gag  yourself,  thin. 

For 

Mistress  and  her  manic  demands: 

Float, 

Float! 

Chasse-  Chasse, 

Plie, 

Demi-  Plie, 

Chasse-  Chasse, 

Jete, 

Bravura  Fouette. . . 

Finish. 

Skeletal,  my  nine  year-old  body, 

Prima  Ballerina  - 
even 
if 
I 

die. 
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(A  Coy  %oi 


[ Jolene  Waller-Clioi] 


Photography  and  Drawing 
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(Beneatfi  T'fie  Surface 


[Colleen  Scanlon] 


Photoshop  and  Illustrator 
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[Mck  Marchese] 


3^ 


Space  Station 


[Nancy  D’Agostino] 


Etching 
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tR^  Caffing 


[Linda  Elaine] 


Everyone  here  plays.  But,  you  know  that  already. 
Now,  it’s  your  turn.  Take  this  one,  small  enough 
to  fit  your  little  hands.  As  you  grow,  you’ll  find 
the  perfect  one  just  for  you.  No  one  takes  lessons. 
Just  watch  the  others;  they  are  your  models.  Yes, 
you  can  choose  from  many  different  styles.  All  the 
styles  are  beautiful.  Pay  close  attention  to  them  all. 
Experiment  with  them  all.  You’ll  see  that  one  or 
two  are  meant  for  you  to  play.  You’ll  always  have 
time  to  practice.  Other  obligations  that  we  all  have 
never  get  in  the  way;  we  don’t  let  them.  Haven’t 
you  seen  that  we  all  carry  ours  with  us  everywhere 
we  go?  Everyone  knows  what’s  important  here. 
Look  in  that  comer:  she’s  practicing.  And,  on  that 
sofa.  And,  in  that  doorway.  And,  in  front  of  the 
picture  screen.  They’re  all  practicing.  The  practice 
is  never  ending.  Why  are  we  practicing?  It’s  part 
of  who  we  are.  What  are  we  practicing  for?  No 
one  has  ever  asked  me  that  question.  For.  Do  you 
want  to  know  if  there’s  some  goal  we’re  striving 
to  achieve?  If  there’s  some  reward  at  the  end  of 
our  practice?  Yes.  We  practice  to  become. 
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^m6reffa 


[Brad.  Setter] 


[Haley  Gottardo] 


Lake  ^icfiigan  Sunset 


[Rachael  Ahell] 


Color  Photograph 


[Mallory  Mack] 


Snowy  Tat  ft 


mk 


Color  Photography 
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?lfer  ^rvina  ^men  [Nancy  D’Agostino] 


O Littfe  Town 


[Christine  McFarland] 


“A  voice  is  heard  in  Ramah,  weeping  and  great  mourning,  Rachel  weeping  for  her 
children  and  refusing  to  be  comforted,  because  they  are  no  more.  ” Matthew  2:18 


O Little  Town  of  Bethlehem, 

How  still  thy  victims  lie, 

For  now  they  sleep  their  final  sleep 
While  angels,  watching,  cry. 

Now  in  thy  dark  streets  loometh 
The  agony  of  night. 

The  hopes  and  fears  and  endless  tears 
Ache  desperately  for  light. 

For  Christ  was  bom  of  Mary 
A Child  like  none  the  rest. 

Hers  now  to  treasure,  firstborn  son. 
Sweet  babe  upon  her  breast. 

Yet  motherly  elation 
Saw  distant  shadow  grim. 

On  that  dark  day  Death’s  bmtal  hand 
Would  from  her  steal  Him. 

O Holy  Child  of  Bethlehem 
Who  hears  us  as  we  pray. 

Who  bears  our  sin  and  grief  within 
And  to  Life  is  the  Way. 

Though  cmel  Death’s  grasp  and  raging. 
It  storms  with  vicious  tread. 

Yet  it  will  bow  before  the  One 
Who  will  pronounce  death  “dead!” 

Weep  not  thou  town  of  Bethlehem 
Thy  Light  will  come  again. 

And  raise  to  life  all  those 

Who  with  their  lives  have  tmsted  Him. 

It  is  the  Christmas  season. 

Though  painful  loss  overwhelms. 

Yet  hurting,  grieving  with  us 
Our  Lord  Emmanuel. 


T’fie  ^ridae 


[Bob  Tomaszewski] 


A bridge  is  not  com  ^ete  until  the  two  sides  meet 
Until  they  agree  that  neither  side  will  collapse 
Until  it  is  agreed  that  they  will  work  together 
And  that  each  side  is  just  a broken  bridge  without  the  other. 

Their  supports  support  each  other. 

They  will  not  give  into  the  sweeping  water  below. 

Only  erosion  or  the  end  of  the  earth  will  prevent  this  bridge  from 
keeping  its  promise  and  upholding  its  worth. 

At  first  it  seemed  an  easy  task 
And  both  sides  were  sure  it  would  last 

Further  on  there  were  difficulties,  small  disputes  but  they  took 
their  toll. 

The  two  sides  of  the  bridge  both  sagged  a little 

The  first  noticeable  damage  was  120  years  after  construction. 

Everyone’s  happy  that  the  bridge  serves  its  function. 

But  under  the  bridge  were  signs  of  stress  and  strain. 

It  was  difficult  work,  one  with  uncertain  gain. 

If  bridges  could  this  one  would  have  perspired. 

It  was  still  manageable  but  both  sides  were  tired. 

It  was  the  180  year  anniversary  when  the  earthquake  shook  and 
took  advantage  of  the  weakening  bridge  and  both  sides  fell.  And 
the  bridge  was  broken. 

Many  tried  to  blame  it  on  construction 
But  it  was  well  constructed  just  poorly  maintained 
Resulting  in  damage  that  would  take  years  to  be  erased 
Reconstruction  would  be  difficult  but  it  had  to  be  done 
The  people  needed  a bridge  after  the  earthquake  had  won. 

So  they  rebuilt  the  bridge  from  the  remains  of  the  old 
And  reinforced  it  to  prevent  the  wear  and  tear  of  the  cold 
And  if  there  is  another  earthquake 

The  people  prepared  for  that  so  the  bridge  won’t  even  shake. 


Tfiantoms 


[Sarah  Hansen] 


The  shadows  taunt  me.  They  speak  of  monsters 
and  demons  and  evils  that  ehildren  never  quite 
forget.  They  slide  around  my  room,  making  no 
noise  but  the  rush  of  my  fan  blades.  A world  of 
blaek  and  grey  is  splayed  out  before  my  eyes.  It 
feels  oppressive,  a weight  bearing  down  on  me. 
Black  fills  my  lungs  and  I can’t  breathe,  just  for 
that  moment.  The  lights  of  my  clock  are  stifled, 
the  numbers  blurring  as  I stare  at  them.  Nothing 
moves  but  my  fan,  a creepy  whisper  among  the 
cracks  in  my  ceiling.  This  must  be  where  evil 
comes  to  die.  A place  so  hopeless,  it  not  only  takes 
the  joy  out  of  its  surroundings,  but  the  sound  and 
the  light  and  the  colors  too,  bleeding  it  to  black 
and  grey  and  shadows.  Shadows  are  creeping 
down  the  walls.  Grey  has  lodged  itself  in  my  chest 
and  atop  my  body.  All  1 can  do  is  stare  as  I try  to 
scream  and  move  and  breathe.  The  shadows  have 
almost  reached  me.  I blink  and  they’re  gone,  just 
darkness  in  their  place.  I relax  fractionally  and 
wait  for  the  next  battle. . . 


Skeitered 


[Erin  Gebhardt] 


I stand  outside,  wondering  what  led  me  here. 
Deep  down  I know  it  was  my  choices. 

Yet  here  I stand  with  many  others 
who  have  chosen  the  life  I have, 
a life  we  are  not  a part  of; 
a life  of  regret,  denial  and  isolation. 

We  all  have  our  crosses  to  bear 
but  in  this  case  we  chose  to  opt  out. 

Not  alive  but  not  dead, 

we  live  in  limbo, 

waiting  for  our  lives  to  change 

but  not  willing  to  change  ourselves. 

I walk  inside  with  the  other  people 
feeling  I do  not  belong,  but  I do. 

Why  else  would  I be  here? 

Paying  for  the  mistakes  I’ve  made, 

I sleep  on  the  floor 
with  people  I’ve  never  met. 

I sleep  with  one  eye  open 
and  one  arm  over  my  belongings. 

I am  afraid  for  myself,  wondering  ‘why  me?’ 
Denial. . .1  know  why,  but 
I choose  not  to  admit  that  I am  the  problem. 
Worthless,  shameful,  scared. 

I am  surrounded  by  people  with  the  same  fate 
and  I have  never  felt  so  alone. 

One  day  I will  feel  better, 
one  day  I will  find  happiness 
and  right  the  wrongs  in  my  life. 

That  day  is  not  today, 

yet  that  small  grain  of  hope  keeps  me  alive, 
fighting  until  the  very  end. 


.SO 


It  Is  San  Trancisco 


[Jeff  Edwards] 
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Trom  (Dus^  'tif  (Dawn  [Psiren  Blue] 

The  cold,  unforgiving  wind  whipped  through  the  town,  lashing  out  at  any  bold 
enough  to  face  the  chilly  wrath.  At  this  hour,  few  still  littered  the  streets.  Most 
had  returned  to  the  robust  flames  of  life  within  their  homes,  while  others  drifted 
into  the  inviting  wamith  of  local  bars  and  taverns.  Only  she  remained  to 
withstand  the  harsh  winter  air,  oblivious  to  the  painful  breaths  lashed  upon  her. 
As  she  walked  the  lonesome  city  streets,  her  mind  adrift  and  oblivious  to  the 
world,  she  held  tightly  to  a jacket,  though  it  provided  her  neither  warmth  nor 
comfort.  Even  as  the  winds  screamed  in  rebellion,  desperate  to  rob  her  of  any 
lasting  comfort  she  possessed,  the  woman  continued  her  silent  march  forward, 
her  destination  within  si^ht. 

“I  don’t  know  how  you  didn’t  see  this  coming.” 

“I  thought  we  were  happy. . .” 

“Lu,  I’ve  been  puttin’  distance  between  us  for  the  past  few  months.  How  could 
you  not  notice?” 

“How  was  I supposed  to?  You  were  always  smiling  like  you  were  happy.” 

“Yeah,  but  I was  never  smiling  because  of  you. . .” 

Lu  stared  out  over  the  cold,  black  river,  tears  streaming  down  her  face  in  silver 
rivulets.  She  feebly  clutched  the  jacket  still  strewn  across  her  hunched  shoulders, 
her  mind  not  registering  the  chilling  bite  of  the  wind  as  it  whipped  past  her  in  icy 
currents. 

She  found  herself  wondering,  how  had  it  come  to  this?  Was  she  so  oblivious 
to  the  world  that  something  as  simple  as  this  was  lost  to  her?  Surely,  there  was 
another  explanation.  Surely,  there  was  something  else... wasn’t  there? 

The  winter  winds  set  down  upon  her  with  gruesome  terror,  but  Lu’s  mind  was 
elsewhere,  reliving  the  most  fateful  day  in  her  life. 

“Eric,  can’t  we  talk  about  this?” 

“What’s  left  to  talk  about,  Lu?  We’re  done  here.” 

“How  can  you  just  walk  away  from  us  like  this?” 

“Walk  away  from  us?  Lu,  there  is  no  us.  There’s  just  you  living  in  that  delusional 
world  of  yours  like  you  always  do.  There  is  no  happily-ever-after,  Lu.  You  need 
to  just  grow  up  and  deal  with  it.  We’re  done.  We’re  over.  There’s  nothing  left  to 
say.” 

But  he  was  wrong.  There  was  so  much  that  Lu  needed  to  say.  There  was  so  much 
she  wished  he  had  heard. 

He  was  the  only  man  in  her  entire  life  that  made  Lu  feel  special.  He  was  the  only 
person  in  her  life  upon  whom  she  depended.  He  was  the  only  person  in  her  life 
that  understood  her  as  well  as  he  did.  Hell,  if  she  was  honest  with  herself,  he  was 
the  only  person  in  her  life.  She  needed  him— gods,  how  she  needed  him— but  he 
didn’t  hear  her.  No,  he  was  far  too  busy  thrusting  himself  into  a woman  half  Lu’s 
age  and  intelligence.  continued  on  next  pag 
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A fresh  stream  of  tears  threatened  to  spill,  but  Lu  beat  them  back  with  the  back 
of  her  hand,  angrily  wiping  them  away  before  they  could  fall  and  admit  her 
defeat.  She  wouldn’t  cry  for  him  anymore.  She  wouldn’t  depend  on  him 
anymore.  At  least,  that’s  what  she  told  herself  as  she  numbly  pulled  on  her 
clothes  and  trenched  out  into  the  damnably  cold  night  hours  before. 

Before  meeting  Eric,  Lu  was  independent  and  noble.  Her  mind  was  sharp  and 
agile,  able  to  conceive  the  most  complex  of  ideas  with  the  ease  of  a child 
pondering  clouds.  Before  she  met  Eric,  things  were  different.  When  she  met 
him,  Lu  was  overjoyed— overwhelmed  with  a feeling  of  completion,  a feeling  of 
the  utmost  achievement.  How  had  things  gone  so  wrong,  so  fast? 

Lu  promised  herself  that  she  wouldn’t  become  crazy  over  a man,  yet  here  she 
was,  standing  on  the  precipice  of  destruction.  As  she  peered  over  the  edge,  into 
the  dark  nothingness  the  lake  offered,  she  felt  a deep,  desperate  calling 
resonating  from  somewhere  far  below.  Perhaps  it  was  the  insanity  talking,  but 
Lu  felt  compelled  beyond  reason  to  answer  the  call,  to  plunge  deep  into  the  cold, 
empty  abyss  that  awaited  her  and  sink  into  the  depths  of  oblivion. 

Almost  gleefully,  Lu  took  a step  forward  and  placed  her  numbed  hands  on  the 
wooden  banister  of  the  bridge.  She  peered  out  over  the  river  with  tear-blinded 
eyes.  The  pain  of  heartbreak  was  overwhelming,  too  much  for  her  to  bear,  but 
she  barely  felt  it,  now,  numbed  from  the  world  as  she  was  to  preserve  herself 
Abandoning  all  hopes  for  a fruitful  life  seemed  almost  a blessing  for  her,  the 
irrefutable  choice  she  had  to  make.  But,  as  she  prepared  to  throw  herself  over 
the  edge  and  into  the  blissful  embrace  of  the  deathless  oblivion,  a shuddering 
movement  caught  her  eye. 

Huddled  up  against  the  opposite  side  of  the  bridge,  a trembling  ball  of  fur  with 
two  big,  black  eyes  stared  up  at  Lu,  watching  her  fearfully  as  she  hoisted  herself 


up. 


“What  are  you  doing  here?”  Lu  asked  as  she  carefully  lowered  herself  back  onto 
the  bridge.  “Shouldn’t  you  be  home  with  some  loving  family?  This  weather  is 
unkind  to  little  puppies  like  you.” 

Lu  carefully  walked  toward  the  trembling  pup,  barely  a year  old.  It’s  fur  had 
grown  in  odd  patches  and  couldn’t  provide  the  pup  with  enough  warmth  to 
withstand  the  cruel  winter  winds.  The  fearful  creature  recoiled  when  Lu  reached 
out  to  touch  it,  before  hesitantly  melting  into  the  bare  warmth  of  her  hand.  At 
least  she  didn’t  strike  me. 

Sinking  down  beside  the  pup,  Lu  wrapped  her  arms  around  the  tiny  ball  of 

trembling  fur,  careful  not  to  terrify  him,  careful  not  to  agitate  him. 

continued  on  pg.54 
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“Are  you  alone,  too?”  Lu  asked,  cradling  the  pup  in  her  arms.  “Did  someone 
abandon  you,  as  well?” 

As  if  to  reply,  the  pup  offered  a half-whine,  half-bark.  In  the  light,  Lu  could 
see  him  better;  His  fiir  hadn’t  grown  in  unevenly;  someone  had  torn  it  free  of 
him  in  large  handfuls,  leaving  ugly  scars  littering  his  tiny  body.  Where  the  skin 
was  still  exposed,  Lu  could  see  black  and  purple  bruises  the  size  of  her  fist.  She 
wondered  if  he  had  any  broken  bones.  The  pup’s  tongue  lolled  to  one  side  of 
its  mouth,  stained  with  black  spots,  probably  blood  from  any  one  of  his  barely 
healed  wounds.  A pang  of  sympathy  tore  through  Lu  as  she  examined  the  poor 


pup. 


“You  look  as  bad  as  I feel,”  Lu  murmured  softly.  The  pup  merely  nuzzled  into 
her  for  warmth. 

Lu  cast  her  gaze  to  the  starless  sky  overhead.  An  eternal  oblivion  greeted  her, 
stretching  out  in  all  directions  to  cover  the  world  in  a blissful,  silent  night.  The 
puppy  in  her  arms  shuddered  as  a cold  wind  washed  over  them  and  howled  out 
threateningly. 

“I  wonder  if  we’re  all  meant  to  suffer... if  we’re  all  meant  to  find  warmth  in  one 
another  in  the  darkest  parts  of  the  night.  I wonder  if  that’s  why  we’re  bom...” 
As  the  sun  broke  through  the  darkness,  Lu  shuddered  against  the  cold. 


[Linda  Elaine] 


Cold,  thick  mists  blanketed  my  hat  and  slicker.  Only  a 
third  of  a mile  to  the  top,  but  my  ealves  burned  like  they 
had  endured  five  miles  of  steep,  wet,  conerete  terrain. 
Forty  other  Amerieans  and  I had  traveled  by  bus  thirty 
or  more  miles  outside  of  San  Jose  to  Alajuela,  where  we 
hoped  swift  winds  would  blow  the  clouds  away  to  reveal 
one  of  Central  Ameriea’s  largest  and  most  active 
volcanoes:  the  Poas.  With  every  advancing  step,  my  lungs 
labored  to  acclimate  themselves  to  the  bitter,  stinging 
sulphur  that  had  filled  the  air  and  the  bottom  of  this 
volcano  for  thousands  of  years. 

“Just  turn  back,”  my  inner  voice  said. 

Our  guide  had  warned  us  about  the  steep  climb  and  the 


continued  on  next  page 


noxious  fumes.  No  one  would  have  criticized  me  if  I 
begged  off. 

My  thoughts  kept  revising  the  excuses  I’d  make:  “I’ll  just 
stay  here  at  the  side  of  the  trail;  you  can  pick  me  up  on 
the  way  back.” 

I sounded  lame,  even  to  myself,  so  I kept  walking  with 
the  others  and  sniffed  in  shallow  breaths. 

The  average  temperature  in  the  volcano  would  be  sixty 
degrees,  they  said.  Sixty  in  Chicago,  if  the  wind’s  not 
blowing,  can  be  an  invitation  to  play  softball.  Here,  in 
this  open  crater,  my  senses  registered  twenty  degrees  in 
January.  The  flesh  on  the  tip  of  my  nose  iced  up;  liquid 
drained  and  ran. 

I like  to  think  of  myself  as  perseverant,  game,  even,  to 
challenge  myself  physically.  How  much  can  I push  my 
calves  and  thighs?  They  can  only  get  stronger,  leaner. 
What  is  the  coldest  temperature  my  body  can  tolerate? 
Brief  discomfort  can  have  great  rewards  that  I’d  miss  if  I 
wilted  like  a hothouse  flower. 

Then,  I heard  what  I thought  was  singing,  like  a whisper 
of  soprano  harmonies  floating  above  the  sulphurous  air. 

I shook  the  sounds  off:  It’s  only  talking,  or  at  the  top 
someone  is  playing  a boom  box  too  loud.  Here? 

Immersed  in  the  unfamiliar  and  strange  melody,  I was 
pulled  onward.  I began  to  imagine  that  each  step  drew  me 
toward  heaven,  where  a chorus  of  angels  waited  to  greet 
me.  As  if  to  prove  my  delusion,  altos  and  basses  joined 
the  sopranos.  I climbed  higher.  The  air  thinned  even 
more.  I was  sure  I was  hallucinating.  My  group’s 
chattering  quieted.  We  all  listened,  almost  reverently. 
When  we  reached  the  lookout  point,  the  Poas  entwined 
its  green  pool  of  bubbling  and  gurgling  with  hymn-like 
Spanish  harmonies  that  emanated  from  a circle  of  women 
and  men  singing  their  thanks  to  God  for  the  beauties  of 
His  Universe. 
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Triend 


[Ben  Hayden] 


[Marilyn  Peretti] 

Gray  figure  in  the  distance, 
nose  raised  high  in  cold  wind, 
barks  and  howls,  barks  and  howls: 

Canis  latrans,  barking  dog — 
just  coyote  to  us  now. 

Out  west,  chased  by  wolves, 
they  keep  their  distance 
from  the  wily  predator, 
hiding  on  hillsides’  steep  terrain, 
avoiding  open  meadows  to  survive. 
Cougars  hunt  coyotes,  bold 
coyotes  kill  bobcats  and  foxes. 

Curious,  restless,  coyotes  moved 
slowly  eastward  to  the  Midwest: 
fields,  farmlands  and  prairies, 
now  parks  and  nature  trails 
behind  homes  in  Chicago’s 
suburbs.  Behind  the  homes 
they  sniff  and  hunt  for  voles, 
squirrels,  rabbits,  mice, 
where  they’ve  discovered 
cats  and  little  dogs  belonging 
to  children,  darling  little 
Yorkshire  Terriers,  like  the  one 
the  hungry  “prairie  wolf’ 
snatched  from  Tim’s  backyard 
too  quick  for  his  son  racing 
for  the  baseball  bat. 
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[Jeff  Edwards] 
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[Marilyn  Peretti] 


These  sheep  are  quiet, 
an  envied  patience 
that  comes  naturally. 

My  eyes  dwell  on  the  thick 
thick  coats,  quarter-sized 
curls  of  silver,  laced  into 
strands  of  dusty  brown, 
dense  wool  of  the  Lincoln 
breed.  And  my  pulse  slows 
as  I lean  into  the  broad 
white  boards  of  their  pen 
at  the  County  Fair, 
touching  their  oily  coats 
and  speaking  to  them,  as 
their  contented  eyes 
speak  to  me. 


S ^hfot  JLi^C  ITL  tfl6  (h/lOVl€S  [Wilda  Morris] 


On  the  METRA 
heading  into  Chicago 
we  pass 
a long  train 
heading  out 
on  the  next  track. 

Through  the  window 
I don’t  see  a man  stab 
a beautiful  woman. 

No  gangster  presses 
a pile  of  cash 
into  an  open  hand. 

No  sign  of  any  conspiracy. 

All  I see  as  I stare 
are  reflections  of  the  people 
in  my  eastbound  car 
but 

I have  to  admit 
we  all  look  suspicious. 
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Cfioke:  % Marine’s  (Battfe  T’krouak  Oieff 

[Maddie  Jackson] 

It  begins  with  a choice. 

Good,  bad,  simple,  complicated  - 
Unknown  to  those 

Who  read  and  hear  the  news  at  home. 

The  soldier  from  Salvation 
Knows  the  choices  he  makes  - 
The  dogtags  that  clink,  clank,  clack 
Remind  him  of  them 
As  he  sweats  in  the  jungle  heat. 

He  is  one  of  ten,  the  soldier  from  Salvation, 

Here  to  stop  the  evil  lurking  in  the  green. 

Watching  from  the  mud 
With  the  swish-click-lock 
Of  vengeful  iron  and  sulfur. 

Led  by  the  honorable  Captain  V,  he  marches 
Through  mosquito  clouds  and  deception’s  blinding  camouflage. 
Led  by  the  honorable  Captain  V,  he  fights 
With  ice-cold  soul  and  white-knife  precision. 

Rifle  screaming  death  at  enemies. 

He’s  seen  only  in  his  nightmares. 

They’re  demons,  the  Japanese  - mindless,  soulless  animals. 

He  knows  that  they  are  not. 

He  knows  the  truth  - but  the  soldier  from  Salvation  is  ignorant. 
He  is  like  his  fellow  Marines 
Who  stand  in  the  battle’s  aftermath. 

Spitting  at  the  enemy. 

Such  poor  choice  of  perspective,  says  the  honorable  Captain  V, 
They  have  as  much  right  to  hate,  to  kill  us 
As  we  do  them.  Why  can  we  kill  - 

But  they  cannot?  continued  on  next  page 


The  soldier  from  Salvation  shrugs. 

Where  they  chose,  he  was  forced; 

He  now  fights  for  honor,  life. 

And  wounded  country. 

Fool,  the  honorable  Captain  V scoffs. 

Can’t  you  see?  You  know  nothing. 

You  young  soldiers  are  so  passionate. 

Swept  here  by  glory  in  bloodshed 
And  dead  Japanese  honor. 

Fool,  the  honorable  Captain  V scoffs. 

Songs  will  be  sung  and  you  will  be  swayed  — 
But  the  truth  will  break  you,  body  and  soul. 

When  the  honorable  Captain  V departs. 

The  soldier  from  Salvation  follows  in  silence. 
Arms  cradling  hatred  and  smoking  iron. 

And  as  the  dogtags  clink,  clank,  clack. 

He’s  reminded  of  his  choices 
As  he  sweats  in  the  jungle  heat. 


[Tricia  Marcella  Gimera] 


when  a shy  man 
flirts, 

he  is  like  a bee 
hovering  above 
the  hibiscus, 
hoping  the  flower 
makes  the  first 
move,  takes 
the  first  kiss, 
stretches 


her  petals, 

catches, 

caresses 

him,  the  bashful 
bee  hopeful  for 
bliss, 

for  a whispered 
yesss  yesss, 

for. . . 

pollination. 


[Casey  James] 


^fways  Ocean 

By  late  May,  all  the  dandelions  died.  Their  white  fuzz  floated  around  town, 
building  up  in  the  hard  to  clean  places.  Children  ran  through  grass,  kicking 
them  up  like  dead  leaves.  I was  fifteen.  Old  enough  to  be  angry.  Too  young 
to  know  why. 

I followed  Jack  across  the  scorched  black  top.  Dandelion  puffs  danced  in  the 
windless  air  like  snow.  I asked  how  long  it  takes  to  kick  in.  He  said  itTl  be 
instant.  Be  patient.  We  would  be  there  soon. 

I tried  to  call  it  our  Neverland.  An  abandoned  parking  garage  sentenced  to 
demolition.  For  a few  weeks  it  was  still  ours.  Freshman  year  was  almost 
over.  Jack  had  been  gone  since  September.  He  brought  a knife  to  school  one 
day  and  dragged  it  across  his  forearms  in  homeroom.  It  took  him  this  long  to 
attain  out-patient  status.  They’re  either  crazy  or  retarded,  he  would  tell  me, 
but  the  girls  there  just  want  to  f — . 

I swallowed  my  anger  and  jealousy.  I was  still  just  a white  kid  from  the 
suburbs.  Jack  had  become  something  else.  We  had  nothing  in  common 
anymore.  Nothing  but  rage  and  concrete. 

It’s  not  Neverland,  he  said  angrily,  are  you  a lost  boy,  do  you  feel  lost?  It’s 
the  exact  opposite.  We  are  not  lost.  We  are  found.  Call  it  something  else.  Just 
not  Neverland. 

OK,  I said. 

In  the  garage.  Jack  kept  a stained,  wet  mattress  in  the  comer.  I don’t  know  if 
he  brought  it  or  if  he  just  found  it  there. 

It’s  for  when  I bring  girls  here,  he  told  me. 

When  we  made  it  inside  my  eyes  adjusted  to  the  dimmed  light.  A small 
insect  clung  to  Jack’s  greasy  hair  and  I kept  silent.  We  climbed  to  the  third 
floor  and  Jaek  took  off  his  backpack.  Sitting  down,  the  cool  cement  felt  nice. 
I watched  as  he  laid  out  a clipboard,  a folded  piece  of  tin  foil  and  a pink 
straw  cut  down  to  an  inch  or  so.  He  unfolded  the  tin  foil  and  dumped  it  out 
on  the  clipboard.  It  was  browner  than  I expected.  Carelessly,  he  pushed  the 
pile  around  with  the  straw  until  it  was  two. 

You  know  what  to  do,  right?  He  handed  the  clipboard  to  me. 

I’m  going  first? 

Yeah.  Do  you  know  how? 

Yeah.  I breathe. 

That’s  right.  Close  your  other  nostril  and  breathe. 

It  hit  the  baek  of  my  throat  and  dripped.  It  tasted  like  chemicals  taste.  Jack 
took  his  hit  and  we  slouehed  downward.  My  body  rose  up,  leaving  the 
ground.  I bumped  along  the  ceiling  until  I found  my  way  out  and  fell  into 
the  sky.  I could  smell  the  coming  rain.  The  white  dandelion  puffs  gathered 
on  my  clothes  as  I flew  through  them.  My  limbs  twisted  and  expanded  like 
a mbber  band.  I looked  back  at  the  garage  but  it  was  gone.  Everything  was 
gone.  There  was  no  more  anger.  There  was  no  more  jealousy.  I could  see  for 
miles.  Jack  was  right. 

We  are  found. 


^fciC^CTlCcf  Q~CciZC  oj’  ^]^CW  ^0CTlcfciS  [Ben  Hayden] 
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[Marilyn  Peretti] 


Lincofn  Marsfi 

Peas  of  dew  sparkle 
from  the  bent  grasses, 
already  midmoming, 
but  very  cool  this 
October  fourth. 

Mostly  greens,  yellows  coming, 
small  red  maples  peeking 
from  the  populated  edge, 
subject  of  a landscape 
painter’s  palette. 

No  painter  will  ever 
capture  this  breeze 
playing  with  soft  shadows 
constantly,  a moving  picture 
not  seeking  an  Oscar. 

Lanky  leaves  of  wine-red 
sumac  just  shake  their  heads 
over  this  unpaintable 
beauty,  this  natural  earth 
even  before  our  intrusion. 

Dense  margins  of  tall  cattails, 
sturdy  in  their  yellowed  age, 
surround  what’s  left  of  the  marsh, 
drained  now  by  fall 
and  this  year’s  drought. 

Quiet  is  broken  by  birds 
loving  their  freedom, 
and  a nearby  train: 
reminder,  reminder, 
reminder. 
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[Tricia  Marcella  Cimera] 


T)ate 

Today 

I had  to  throw 
the  milk  away; 
spoilt, 

past  its  expiration 
date. 

Also  the  flowers 
were  tossed, 
it  was  time; 
their  bowed  heads 
cried  their  fate. 

Where  was  the  date 
stamped  on  me? 
Where  did 
you  find  it 
so  you  knew 
exactly  when? 

You  used  to  love  me  - 
the  one  day, 
you  didn’t. 

1 don’t  need 
to  know  what 
that  date  was; 
it  is  seared 


permanently 
into  my 
heart. 

I would  just  like 
to  be  told, 
for  the  next  time, 
where  to  find 
my  new  expiration 
date 

so  I’m  prepared. 

So  I’ll  know 
as  the  day  comes  closer 
when  I should  start 
to  cry, 

my  tears  falling 
quietly 

like  petals  off  a tulip, 

like  milk 

trickling 

down 

a 

sink. 


Tiffer 


[Allison  Anderson] 


Pen  on  Paper  Inverter 


Eugene 


[Sara  Benes] 


I can  see  you  hiding 
behind  coneordant  wisps 
of  burgundy  curls 
and  big-city  smog. 

I can  see  you  through 

the  relentless  Chicago  snowstorms 

that  keep  me  locked  up 

in  my  own  head 

yearning  for  summer  sunshine 

and  West-eoast  weather. 

On  lonely  nights 
I think  of  you 
dressed  in  flowered  skirts 
and  forgotten  promises. 

In  my  mind 

we  are  the  mismatched  lovers 
of  a romantic  drama: 

I,  the  gray  Midwest 
and  you 

my  childhood  dream 
wrapped  in  a Pacific  breeze 
and  tied  together 
with  the  words  from  my  pen. 

Someday 

I will  wake  up  in  your  embrace 
and  plant  kisses  on 
your  perfect  eyelids. 

Only  then  will  my  hardened  lips 
melt  into  a smile. 

For  the  first  time  in  my  life 
I’ll  be  home. 


£/ 


On  Soulmates  [ Jillian  Tempestini] 

This  is  the  place  where  you  lay, 

Tenth  grade. 

Gripping  your  best  friend’s  hand  because  your 
heart  was  shattered  glass  against  your  rib  cage. 
Your  name  is  Jasmine  like  the  flower  but  they 
call  you  Jazz  like  the  genre.Your  eyes  are 
flecked  gray  like  the  San  Francisco  Bay, 
though  your  heart  beats  for  a stuffy  NY C 
apartment  with  standing  and  sleeping  room 
only.  You’re  a fragment  of  the  person  you  were 
at  ten  years  old  and  it  still  baffles  you  as  to 
why  it  seems  like  you’ve  grown  in  rather  than 
up.  The  pain  from  that  night  is  a blister  broken, 
healed  over  into  a scar  swept  into  the  poetry 
you  write  on  the  back  of  your  hands  then  wash 
off  in  the  shower.  Where  do  all  the  words  that 
fly  from  your  brain  go?  Do  they  go  down  the 
drain  like  black  ink?  Are  they  kept  safe  or 
vaporized  like  mist  in  the  mountains? 

Do  they  land  in  the  safe  hollows  of  another 
person’s  heart? 

Recycled  souls. 

You  like  that  idea. 
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[Kate  Bennett] 


"Maps 

Write  me  a highway  map  of  forever. 

Mark  all  the  gas  stations  with  a bright  red  pen. 

Circle  the  ones  with  the  sketchy  bathrooms. 

We’ll  come  out  of  this  with  good  stories  to  tell. 

Was  it  strange  to  fall  in  love  with  me? 

Did  you  realize  what  you  were  getting  into? 

Did  you  know  I would  write  your  life  story  into  an 
overpriced  journal? 

I think  you  fell  for  the  nostalgia  on  my  breath. 

The  highway  signs  fly  past,  the  country  music  crackles 
the  speakers  of  my  rusty  old  car,  and  the  front  left  tire 
won’t  stop  squeaking. 

I only  remember  to  check  the  oil  when  I’m  wearing  a 
white  t shirt. 

Somehow  I’ve  ended  up  with  smudges  of  memory  across 
my  cheekbones. 

You  asked  me  once  why  I never  write  anything  honest. 

I shrugged  my  shoulders.  I thought  this  was  all  honest? 
There’s  an  umbrella  in  the  comer  of  my  room. 

It  hasn’t  been  opened  in  over  a year;  I like  the  way  the 
infrequent  rain  coats  my  eyelashes. 

The  boy  from  the  pet  store  asked  if  he  could  sneak  into 
my  suitcase  for  my  next  big  adventure. 

I poured  the  milk  into  his  macchiato  and  the  laughter  in 
my  eyes  was  the  only  yes  he  needed. 

My  knees  and  my  feet  are  bmised  and  I just  keep  chasing 
after  sunsets  and  highways  signs  and  forevers. 


